Ivi      CHAUCER'S NONNE PEEST HIS TALE.

Remeinbring on his dremes that he mette3

And forth he goth, no lenger wold he lette,

Unto the west gate of the toun, and fond

A dong cart as it wente to donge loud,

That was arrayed in the same wise

As ye han herd the deede man devise;

And with an hardy hert he gan to crie

Vengeaunce and justice of this felonye,                 220

a My felaw mordnd is tins same night,

And 111 this carte he lith gapeinge upright,

I crye out on the minis tres/' quod he,

" That schulde kepe and reulc this cite ;

Harrow ! alias ! her lith my feiaw slayn ! "

What schold I more unto this tale sayn ?

The peple upstert, and caste the cart to groundc,

And in the myddes of the dong thay founde

The dede man, that mordred was al newe.

O blisful God, thou art ful just and trewe !            2,10

Lo, how thow bywreyest mordre alday !

Mordre wil out, certes it is no nay*

Murder is so wlatsom and abhommable

To God, that is so just and resonable,

That he ne wolcle nought suffre it hiled be;

Though it abyde a yeer, or tuo, or thre,

Morder wil out, this is my conclusioun*

And right anoon, the mymstres of that touB

Han hent the carter, and SQ sore him pyned,

And eek the hostiller so sore engyned,                  2441

That thay biknew her wikkednes anoon^

And were anhonged by the nekke boon.

ef Here may men se that dremys ben to drede.
And certes m the same book I rede,
Right in the nexte chapitre after this,
(I gabbe nought, so have I joye or bliss)j
Tuo men that wolcle have passed over see
For certeyn causes into fer contre,
If that the wynd ne hadde ben eon trade,
That made hem in a cite for to tane,                      &$t)

That stood ful mcry upon an haven syde,
But on a day, agayn the even tyde,
The wynd $an chaungc, and blew right as hem kjsl,
Jolyf and glad they wenten unto rest,
And ciiston han ful erly for to saylc;
But to that oon man fel a gret mervaylc.
That oon of hem in his slepyng as he lay^
Him met a wonder drem, agayn the day ;